TbeT, ragedic of Hamlet 

Cor. Haue I my Lord? I allure your grace, 

I holdc my duetic as I holde my life, 

Both to my God, and to my foueraigncICing: 

And 1 bcleeuc, or clfe this braine of mine 
Hunts not the trainc ofpoliciefo well 
As it had wont to doe, but 1 haue found 
The very depth of Hamlets lunacie. 
guecne Godgraunthehath. 

Enter the Ambaffadors. 

King Now Vo/temar, whit from our brother Normil 
Volt. Mod faire retui ncs of greetings and defires, 

V pon our firft he Cent forth to fiipprefle 
His nephews leuies, which to him appear’d 
To be a preparation gainft the Polacke: 

But better look’t into, he trucly found 

I I was againft your Highneflc, whereat gricued, 

Thatfo hisfickencffe,age,and impotence, 

Was falfely borne in hand, fends out arrefts 
On Fortenbrajfe, which he in briefe obays, 

Rcceiues rebuke from Norway and inline. 

Makes vow before his vnde, neuer more 

To giue the aflayof Armes againft yourMaieftic, 
Whereon olde Norway oucrcome with ioy, 

Giues him three thoufand crownesin annuall fee, 

And his Commiflion to employ thofe fouldiers. 

So leuied as before, againft the Polacke, 

With an intreaty hecrcin further fhewne, 

Tliat it would pleafe you to giue quiet pafle 
Through your dominions, for that enterprife 
On fuch regardes offafety and allowances 
As therein are let downe. 

King It likes vs well, and at fit time and leafure 
W eelc rcade and anfwere theft: his Articles, 

Meane time we thanke you for your well 
T ookc labour : go to your refloat night weele feaft togtther 
Right welcome home. exeunt Ambajfadors. 


Prince of Denmark. 

Cor. This bufines is very well difpatchcd. 

Now my Lord, touching^!* yong Prince Hamlet, 
Ccrtaine it is that hee is madde: mad let vs grant him then: 
Now to know the caufc of this effttt, 

Or elfe to fay the caufe of this defeft, 

For this effeft defettiue comes by caufe. 

Queene Good my Lord be briefe. 

Cor. Madam I will: my Lord, I haue a daughter, 
Haue while fhee’s mine : for that we thinke 
IsfureftjWe often loofe: now to the Prince. 

My Lord, but note this letter, 

The which my daughter in obedience 
Dcliuer’d to my handes. 

King Readeitmy Lord. 

Cor. MarkemyLord. 

/ Doubt that in earth is fire, 

Doubt that the ftarres doe moue. 

Doubt trueth to be a liar, 

But doe not doubt I loue. 

T o the bcautifull Ofelia : 

Thine euer the moil: vnhappy Prince Hamlet. 

My Lord, what doe you thinke of me? 

I, or what might you thinke when Ifawe this? 

King As ota true friend and a moft louingfubieft. 

Cor. I would be glad to prooue Co. 

Now when 1 faw this letter, thus I befpake my maidens 
Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of your ftarre, 

And one that is vnequall for your loue: 

Therefore I did commaund her refufe his letters, 

Deny his tokens,and to abfent her felfc. 

Shee as my childe obediently obey’d me. 

Now fincc which time, feeing his loue thus crofs d. 

Which I tooke to be idle, and but fport,. 

Heftraitwaygrew into a melancholy. 

From that vnto a fall , then vnto di ft ration. 

Then into a fadnefTc, from that vnto a madnefle. 


